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LET THE SELLER BEWARE 


‘M_ old enough to remember when folks 
if had to watch out when they went into a 
store. All buying was fraught with fear. 

I remember my father used to bite the mer- 
chandise, stretch it, take it outdoors and 
look at it, ponder and paw over it—and then 
Start to bargain. Quality and price were 
both questionable. Only darn fools failed to 
get a pair of socks and some garters with 
every pair of shoes. It took an hour to spend 
two dollars. 

In them days it was “let the buyer beware.” 
These days it is “let the seller beware” 
and the seller himself has brought about the 
change. 


He now advertises. 





When advertising came in, the bewaring 


shifted. Advertising at first was just noise. 
Then sellers began to see that advertising is 
And 
since advertising costs big money, sellers 


reasoned that reputation has cash value. 


merely another word for reputation. 


Advertising is for fly-by- 


Gypsies don't advertise. 


too expensive 
nights. If you 
spend thousands to tell where and who you 
are, you have got to stay THERE and re- 
main WHO 

If there is any fear left today, it is the seller's. 
He has bet his big advertising appropriation 
you will come back pleased. He doesn't dare 
Advertising has 
made shopping safe, speedy and pleasant for 


sting, disappoint or cheat. 
us buyers. We can almost buy carelessly 
these days—so bewarish are the sellers. 























THE NATIONAL ADVERTISER BETS HIS 
ADVERTISING MONEY THAT HIS PRODUCT IS RIGHT 

































S> Ss The Model “‘ Ninety” 


Victoria Sedan 



















ocomobile 


WorRLD-WIDE PRESTIGE ~ ~ WORLD~KNOWN QUALITY 


You who are about to purchase a new 
motor car which 1s in keeping with the 
other finer things of life, need spend 
only a short time in examination, or ride 
a short distance in the new Locomobile 
‘<Ninety” to have your esthetic sense 
gratified and your value sense satisfied. 


LOCOMOBILE CO. OF AMERICA, INC., BRIDGEPORT, CONN. 


THE BEST BUILT CAR IN AMERICA 


Model “90” 
$5500 - - - $7500 
Straight Eight 
$1785 - - - $2285 
Model “48” Series 10 
$7400 - - $12,000 
f. 0. b. Bridgeport, Conn. 
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“LET YOUR LIGHT SHINE” 


Excessive modesty has never been an American crime. 
But there is still many a business, many a department, 

many a school, that is failing to let its light shine where 

the right persons may see its good works. The Mimeo- 

graph has become an American institution because it is 

a superlatively efficient instrument for the expansion of 
prestige and the dissemination of information. Its speedy 
revolutions have worked a tremendously successful revo- 
lution in the field of duplication. Thousands of well 
printed copies of a letter, circular, bulletin, diagram or kin- 
dred matter it easily produces hourly. Its first cost is surpris- 
ingly small. Its operation entails little expense. Its actual 
economies are enormous. A request to A. B. Dick Company, 
Chicago, will bring you a booklet, without obligation on your 
part, showing how others are making mighty use of the Mimeo- 
graph as a means of letting their light shine in needful places. 











MIMEOGRAPH 





























She: OH, OFFICER, ADVISE 
me! I JUST LEFT A TEN- 
THOUSAND-DOLLAR BRACE- 


LET IN A TAXICAB. 


(op: WELL, LADY, I 
SHOULD ADVISE YOU TO 
BUY A ROLLS-ROYCE AND 
DRIVE IT YOURSELF—IT’S 


CHEAPER! 






Hollywood Idyl 


Lincoln sedan for your equity in—” 


“E+ ELLO, Moe.” 
“Hello, Joe.” 

“Workin’?” 

“Nope. But I sure got somethin’ 
sweet lined up.” 

‘IT ain’t workin’ neither but I got 
somethin’ big gonna break soon.” 

“In a coupla months, Joe, when 
Superb, Magnificent and Goldfarb 
combine they’s gonna be a spot made 
to order for me.” 

“Moe, you’re fulla hooey. Gold- 
farb’s gonna combine with Trueart 
and Eclair—and that’s when the 
gravy’s gonna run my way.” 

“Don’ be silly, Joe. I got all my 
dope from Jesse Lasky.” 

“Don’ gimme no argument, Moe. 
I just come from lunch with Louis 
Mayer.” 

“Well, whassa diff—make me an 
offer for my equity in a lot out in 
Beverly Hills.” 

“T'll swap you my equity in a new 


“Nope. 


Thassall wet. 


L 


i f’e 


Thoughts of a Stag at a Débutante Party 
you can’t get two feet with that knockout in blue 

what a lulu she is I wish I could get her into a cozy 
corner for ten minutes I bet she’s good petting Lord I 
suppose I’ve got to get these duty dances over with 


but what if I get 


See you 


some more over at the club.” 
“Oak—gimme a buzz sometime.” 


“So long, Joe.” 
“So long, Moe.” 
Robert Lord. 


How It 
Happened 
. EY.” shouted 


the Traffic 


Cop, “ya can't 
stop to gather no 
moss on this hill! 
Can’t ya read that 
sign? This here is 
a one-way hill.” 
Whereupon the 
Rolling Stone 
sighed sweetly, re- 
leased his brakes 
and rolled wearily 
on. 


stuck I always do why should you 
dance with any one you don’t want 
to dance with it beats me nobody has 
any manners any more anyway I 
don’t believe the girls remember who 
dances with them wonder what was 
in those cocktails somebody ought to 
tell Jimmy Dalton to go home while 
he can walk they'll have to call an 
ambulance for him why did that 
girl give me such a dirty look when 
I cut in here goes for that girl in 
blue again well I like that 
time I cut in on her that big bum 
cuts back like to know who he thinks 
he is anyway I'll show him the big 


every 


cheese where’s she gone to anyway 
I bet went out with him well 
that’s always my luck I s’pose I 
ought to get these duty dances over 
with but thank God all those dread- 
naughts seem to have gone home well 
I guess it’s time I had another drink. 


Lloyd Mayer. 


she 


A True Universalist 
FTERNOON CALLER: And 


your husband has vio- 
lently religious? 

Mrs. Rapionut: I should say so. 
Last Sunday he picked up the offer- 
tory from Fort Worth, the text from 
Winnipeg, the sermon from Boston 
and the doxology from San Fran- 


become 


cisco, 








He: 


S h @: 


NEVER 


He: you’vE NEVER BEEN KISSED?* 
I’VE NEVER BEEN SICK. 


She: 





DO YOU BELIEVE KISSING Is 
UNHEALTHY? 
I COULDN’T SAY—I’VE 





Qualified 
Both Ways 
Py LEANOR: I’m 
sick of 
ried life. 
Mitprep: Well, 
you can always 
get a divorce. 
Eveanor: Oh, 
I’m sick of that, 


too. 


“HAs she ever 


been mixed 

up in a scandal?” 

“Rather — I’ve 

never heard her 

get the details of 
one straight.” 


mar- 
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Angry Patron (to proprietor of night club): 
IT’S OUTRAGEOUS-—TWENTY DOLLARS FOR A PINT OF scoTcH! 


na 4iN 


\\ 








I TELL YOU I WON’T PAY THIS CHECK! 


Proprietor (wearily, to headwaiter): JACQUES, WILL YOU CALL UP THE POLICE? 


A Program of Progress 


as ENTLEMEN,” said the Chair- 
man gravely, “as you have no- 

ticed in our Treasurer’s report, we 
have on hand a surplus of $3,000,- 
000. By a wise expenditure of this 
money we can do a great deal to 
further our work. I have a plan, 
gentlemen. I firmly believe that we 
shall secure the greatest benefit to 
ourselves if we contribute the $3,- 
000,000 to the support of certain 
American institutions—those Ameri- 
can institutions on which our pros- 
perity most depends. Therefore, 
gentlemen, I propose that we 
donate: 

“First—#500,000 to the Kiwanis 
and Rotary Club movements; 

“‘Second—$500,000 to President 
Will H. Hays of the Motion Picture 
Producers and Distributors’ Associa- 
tion ; 

“Third—$500,000 to the Radio 
Manufacturers’ Association; 

“‘Fourth—$500,000 to the Anti- 
Saloon League, and other groups 
working for the maintenance of Pro- 
hibition ; 

“Fifth—$500,000 to the manufac- 
turers of short skirts, hip flasks, 


slickers, raccoon coats, bootleg gin, 
and other articles associated with the 
Younger Generation; 
“Sixth—#100,000 to the Channel 
Swimmers’ Association of the World 


|@ 
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‘HEY, Pop! YOU AIN’T s’POSED TO GO 
TO SLEEP OVER MY BEDTIME STORY.” 





to stimulate activity ; $200,000 to the 
producer of ‘Abie’s Irish Rose, 
which has certainly been an inspira- 
tion to all of us, and $200,000 to the 
Explorers’ Club for more Polar ex- 
peditions, next summer. 

“Of course all these contributions 
will be made anonymously—to pre- 
vent misunderstanding. But shall 
we make them? What is your 
pleasure, gentlemen?” 

The question brought 
splitting shout of approval from the 
assembled members of the Loyal 
and Protective League of Humorists 
of America. Two minutes later the 
Chairman’s shrewd and far-sighted 
proposal was carried unanimously. 

Tupper Greenwald. 


The Line That Failed 
E (just introduced): What—er 
—do you think of—er—Wil- 
liam James and his views on prag- 
matism ? 
Sue: Aw, cut the stalling and play 
ball. 


an ear- 


HAT the Well-Dressed Woman 
Will Wear: LESS. 
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A Traffic Rondeau 


be down the street the signal 
glows, 


A round red ball, a flaming rose, 
A truant toy balloon, a sun 
Dropped down to earth when day 

was done, 

A moon of blood, a star that knows. 


It winks a minute, blinks and grows, 
Then disappears, and traffic flows 
With gathering speed again begun 
Far down the street. 


A river rushing onward goes 
While counter-streams its force op- 
pose ; 
Another measured mile is done, 
A sudden halt—the limit run 
As round and red the signal shows 
Far down the street. 


Evangeline Close. 


Flappers 

{LAPPERS with Phi Beta Kappa 

keys...flappers who think Rach- 
maninoff is a Greek wrestler... 
flappers who play tennis before 
breakfast. ..flappers who sleep un- 
til noon...flappers who drink gin 
straight...flappers who send me 
out on bitter cold nights to purchase 
ginger ale...flappers I dance with 
...flappers who dance with me... 
flappers who live with their mothers 
...flappers who live with other flap- 
pers...flappers who live alone... 
flappers who ask dumb questions at 
baseball games. ..flappers who keep 
box-scores at baseball games... 
flappers who call me on the tele- 
phone. ..flappers I call on the tele- 
phone...flappers who are just 
dying to get into the Vanities... 
flappers who are positive the Van- 
ities is not a nice institution. . .flap- 
pers who tell me they feel so nice 
and safe in my apartment. ..flap- 
pers who assure me they just 
wouldn’t visit a gentleman’s apart- 
ment unchaperoned...flappers men 
love...flappers men marry. 


Donald Bachart. 


Obsolete Questions 
[s my hat on straight? 
Have I too much powder on my 
face ? 
Can you get 
around here? 


think this 


any good liquor 


dress is im- 


Do you 
modest ? 








Bob: was YOUR GIRL SURPRISED WHEN YOU CALLED ON HER UNEXPECTEDLY? 
Rob: yes; so WAS THE GUY THAT WAS WITH HER. 


Satisfied 


[ AM glad I am not rich. It is so 
difficult to get servants that really 
know their place. 

And one is under such a strain in 
having sixteen guests for the week- 
end when one has a residence with 
only fifteen bathrooms. 

And one must entertain so ex- 
tensively nowadays or one is simply 
not keeping up one’s end. 


And one must always make a suit- 
able match, one that will meet with 
the approval of one’s circle. 

And [ could learn to 
“Really!” and “How interesting!” 
and “How amusing!’ in just the 
proper tones. 

I am so glad I am poor and can do 


never say 


as I damn please! 
William Sanford, 


Saal 


“WELL, YUH GOT A PLACE IN FLORIDA, AIN’T YUH? WHYN’T YUH GO TO IT?” 
“HATE TH’ SIGHT 0’ THEM DAMFOOL PA’M TREES!” 
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Indignant Movie Queen: OFFICER, THAT MAN INSULTED ME! 


HE PASSED RIGHT 


BY ME AND DIDN’T TURN AROUND FOR ANOTHER LOOK. 


From a Club Chair 


HE chastening power of coin- 
cidence was best exemplified for 
me in the case of the traffic cop who 
recognized his boyhood enemy as the 
Mayor’s chauffeur. 
* * *% 

The annoyance in sport is not so 
much in having so many ama- 
teurs turn professional as in 
having so many professionals 
remain amateurish. 

* * *% 

Ndbody cares much what a 
man accomplishes in his public 
career now, if only his private 
life is interesting. 

* * * 

Paris will look strange to 
the American Legionnaires who 
are to make a pilgrimage there 
next summer. There will be 
hardly a “Y” Secretary in sight. 

* a * 

My idea of a small town is 
one wherein the taxi driver at 
the railroad station knows 
where you are going before you 
tell him. 

James Kevin McGuinness. 


More Likely 
ILLIS: They say 
Smith’s wife commands 
his respect. 
Gituts: No; he respects her 
commands. 


$Pal< 
Even = 


THE PRINCE’S VALET GOES CRAZY 


In Retrospect 
EMEMBER the days when 


there were horse-cars on Broad- 
way, when Lily Langtry sang at 
Koster and Bial’s, when a good glass 
of beer cost five cents, and Garfield 
was President? Well, why don’t you 
write a book about it, then? 








Overheard in the Lobby 


ae ' I like this place. A good 
hotel. Yes, and big, too. Big 


as they make ’em, I guess. | 
never seen a bigger. Not this side 
Chicago anyway. They got a big 
one there. Yes, in Chicago. Or 
maybe Cleveland. Anyway, it’s big, 
A pretty swell place. Bigger than 
this, I guess. But not sc high. It 
doesn’t stick up so. It’s wider, kind 
of. I don’t like it, though. It’s not 
swell like this. It doesn’t stick up. 


I like to be stuck up high. You can 
see things then. From high up, you 
can. The view is good. I got a 


good room here. Yes, a bath too. 
It has a bath. It’s on the second 
floor. Kind of handy, you know. 
You don’t have to go ’way up. It's 
a swell room, all right. The soap’s 
all wrapped up. That shows it’s 
classy. They wrap it up for you. 
It’s in a package. That makes it 
fresh. It’s sort of foolish, though. 
When you wash you got to unwrap 
it. It’s a nuisance, kind of. It gets 
in the way. They only do it at 
classy places. It shows they got 
good service. They want you to feel 
at home. They do it well, too. Say, 
it’s pretty late, ain’t it? I 
go up, though. 


won't 
I won't go up to my 
room, I guess. Not just now, any- 
way. It’s kind of dreary there. 
I don’t like it much. I'll just 
stay here. I'll stay with you. 
Then we can talk some. We 
can enjoy ourselves. I'll have 
a smoke too, I guess. Have 
you got a match? Hey, have 
you got a match? Hey, wake 
up! Have you got a match? 
Wake up!” 
W. W. Scott. 


Dibs on Inconstancy 
F I were steadfast, 
If I were true, 

There might be some point 
In yearning for you. 


Loving is the best of me, 
Faithlessness the worst; 

I would have left you 
But—you left first. 


Now I weep my lonely tears 
(And I know how to cry!), 
For you who are not con- 
stant... 
Any more than I. 
Eleanor Chase. 





— 








Life 


The Logical Conclusion 


By Marc Connelly 


(A Senate Committee is in session 
in Washington, sometime in 1928. 
Senators GENUNG and NEWBANK are 
whispering in a corner.) 

TEWBANK: I don’t want any- 
4‘ thing for nothing; I just want to 
make that trade with you. 


Genune: You mean December 3? 
Newpank: For July 16. 
Genune: On condition that you 


help me keep half of October for my 
people? 

Newsank (offering his 
Gentlemen’s agreement! 

GeNUNG (accepting the 
shake): Gentlemen's agreement! 

CHAIRMAN WissELL: Gentlemen, 
suppose we get down to work. (The 
others sit down at a large table. A 


hand): 


hand- 


stenographer decides to use another 
pencil instead.) I think that with 
the adjustment of the few remaining 
problems before us to-day we can 
feel that the Senate Committee on 
Calendar Reorganization has done 
its work well. It’s been a hard job 
to arrange a good calendar for next 
year from the thousands of applica- 
tions of organizations and individu- 
als who wish to have defi- 


nite periods of time named 4 : 

after them for interna- \ Or, 
° \ 

tional celebration, but I = 


\ 


think we’ve done it. (J/e 
consults a large chart be- 
fore him.) It seems to be 
the agreement of the Com- 
mittee that the January 
dates are satisfactory to 
the nation as a_ whole. 
They are as follows: 

Week of the Ist: Send 
a Telegram to a Friend 
Week. 

Week of the 8th: Have Some 
Fun Week. | 

Week of the 15th: Try a Cali- | 
fornia Grapefruit Week. 

NewBaNk: Beginning at mid- 
night, I suppose? 

Wissett: Sure. Each week or 
day must begin at midnight, just 
as if it were a regular week or day. 
Does that answer the Senator’s 
question? 

NEWBANK: Yes, sir. 

WisseL__: To resume: Week of the 
22d to be called Hear a Good Lec- 
ture on Something Interesting Week. 
That leaves three days for the fol- 


a 


“= 
Ao Ly 





lowing celebrations proposed by 
members of the Committee: 

January 29th: Use Lots of Elee- 
tricity Day. 

January 30th: Buy a Bottle of 
Fruit Flavoring Day. 

January 31st: International Eat 
a Pint of Ice-Cream Day. 


I don’t know whether we ought to 
have that last Day with the “Inter- 


natiohal’”’ in it. I believe the Day 
was proposed by Senator Lissinger. 
Lissincer (rising): Mr. Chair- 
man. 
WisseL_: Senator Lissinger. 
Lissincer: It'll please France. 
Wisse.L_: I see. (Lissincer sits.) 
Now then, all in favor of 
presenting the month as it 
stands to Congress for 
ratification please signify 
assent by saying: “Aye.” 


oY Tue Orners: Aye! 
WisseLLt: Opposednoit- 
issordered. (He picks up 


another chart.) February 
—(He smiles as he sees a 
tightening of attention) 
presents a few little prob- 
lems. I assume the week 
of the Ist is still accept- 
able as Throw That Old 
Fur Coat Away and Get a Fine 
New One Week. The week of the 
8th seems to present the first rub. 
Senator Muffner has asked if he 
might speak on the matter. 
Murrner: Gentlemen, I don’t 
want to seem a mean old crank. 
When I made my suggestion at 
the deadlock session last month I 
thought I was doing it for the good 
of the country as a whole. 
tor Lissinger had said that nobody 
seemed to want anything to do with 
the week on account of Lincoln’s 


Sena- 


Birthday coming in the middle of it, 


and the week just seemed to be 









deadwood. 





That’s why I suggested 
that we celebrate it as Have Another 
California Grapefruit Week Special. 

LissINGER: Just a minute. 

WisseLtL: Senator Lissinger. 
(Murrner sits down and dries his 
eyes. ) 

LissincGeR: Senator Muffner 
oughtn’t to be sore at me. That was 
just lobby gossip about my asking 
that the week of the 8th be called 
Protect Your Mexican Petroleum 
Properties Week. I know how every 
body feels about this particular week 
with the birthday in it and all, and 
I’ve got a solution, I think. As it’s 
still open on the books we can do 
something with it that has no party 
interest in it or anything else. 
Something that would give the nation 
a chance to pay a tribute to a man 
we all love. I propose we call it 
How About a Little Vermont Maple 
Syrup Week. 
as he observes general good feeling.) 


(Produces a document 


I felt everyone would feel good about 
the suggestion and in a private ca- 
pacity I had an official spokesman 
ask the President how he felt about 
it. This was the President’s an- 
swer (Reads): “Yes.” (Loud cheers. 
LisstnGeR sits down.) 

WisseLt: Well, now, that’s pretty 
fine. While you were cheering I 
got word that Senator Hewbank will 
agree to the week of the 15th 
being called Let’s Go to Florida For 
a Couple of Weeks Week, and there 
isn’t any question mark against the 

(Continued on page 25) 











A NEW YEAR’S EVE 


© Mew Pos Diary» 


December Awakened too betimes 
by the telephone com- 

7th pany’s determination to 
replace its books in my room with 
new ones, and why it should insist 
on having the old ones back I have 
never understood, nor what disposi- 
tion it makes of them, and some day 
I do mean to write an inquiry to that 
effect, but not at this 
season of the year. A 
communication on the 
first post from one 
Cholly Knickerbocker 
in regard to his jour- 
nal’s activities in be- 
half of the poor, 
which Sam bade me 
answer at once as a 
beneficiary in the first 
flight of neediest 
cases, nor would such 
a proceeding have 
been so far out, 
neither, because since 
casting up my _ ac- 
counts and _ finding 
myself solvent, I have 
indulged in great ex- 
travagance, so that I 
do fear my bank bal- 
ance to be below the 
sum set as a carrying 
minimum, and how I 
am to pay for all the 


boxes I have promised to buy for 
charity benefits, only God knows. 
Lay abed, pondering this and that, 
such as why the sleep gained before 
midnight should be considered su- 
perior, what handwriting experts do 
when there are no murder trials, and 
why it is never convenient to go to 
(Continued on page 29) 





“THESE RADIG PROGRAMS ARE SO NAIVE. COULDN’T I HAVE 


A STATION OF MY OWN, FATHER?” 


Lire’s Hotsy-Totsy 
Dictionary 
LL the smart magazines are 
publishing lists of the really 
up-to-date slang words and phrases, 
such as “flapper” and “sheik” and 
“Oh, go to hell!” You stamp your- 
self immediately as a “wet smack” 
or a “flat tire” if you do not sprinkle 
your conversation with some of these 
expressions, which are awfully 
clever and invented by the country’s 
very best minds. Here are a few 
swell ones that practically dispense 
with thinking altogether. Try them 
on your Society friends. 

Afgtlie—an engagement with a 
beautiful woman, named Mrs. 
Edith Berkowitz, who is not a 
good dancer. 

Agnes Murphy—a raccoon coat; 
or “Your petticoat is showing,” 
or “Isn’t this my dance?” 

Borgling—crossing Times Squar: 
on all fours. 

Cream Puff—an engagement with 
a young man who has an uncle 
who is a janitor. 

Chocolate Cream Puff—an engage 
ment with a young man who 
has not an uncle who is a jan- 
itor. 

Is this the way to the zoo?—1 
should like to take your father 
to a movie. 


Dassent—Dare not, like “Das- 
sent! dassent! dassent!” 
Drunk—Having been drinking, 


like “Alice, I sup- 
pose, is drunk.” 

Big Stuck-up—a_ So- 
ciety matron. 

Popsy-opsy—F ather. 

Momsy-omsy— Mother, 
like “Momsy-omsy 
Machree.” 

Yosemite National 
Park — a_ national 
reservation in cen- 
tral California, 719,- 
622 acres, including 
the Yosemite Valley, 
a gorge about eight 
miles long. 

Phyllis Ryan. 


A Repeater 
H ILL (at tea): Mrs. 


Davis seems to 
have been married to 
every man here. 

Gitt: Yes, she’s the 
wife of the party. 




































“JUST BETWEEN US GIRLS 








“WELL, my dear, I’m ACtually on the VERGE of 
committing MATrimony with him — can you 
BEAR it? But SERIOUSLY, my dear, any MINute I 
might MARRY him, I mean, because he ABsolutely FAS- 
cinates me because I mean he’s so kind of DIF f’rent— 
don’t you HONestly think he IS, my dear? I mean 
he’s so sort of eROTic-looking because he has a mus- 
tache like Adolphe MENjou and he is ACtually 
FRIGHT fully intelLECtual, my dear, because I mean 
I ACtually can’t understand a WORD he’s TALKing 
about, my dear, because I mean he is REALLY intel- 
LECtual and everything which comPLETEly subDUES 
and BAFfles me, I mean, because he is always TALK- 
ing about really HIGHbrow things which SIMply 
SLAY me. I mean I’ve NEVER had a beau who was 
so sort of poETic and everything because I mean I 
think that practically ALL the men you meet are very 
platiTUDinous and not a BIT oRIGinal or anything 
because I mean all they can say are kind of DUMB 
things that any GIRL can say herSELF, I mean, be- 
cause they are really NOT intelLECtual or any- 
thing. But I mean I think we would ACtually be 
very HAPPY together because I mean he thinks 
I am really intelLECtual, too, because I mean he 
says he thinks I am DIF f’rent because he says I am 
so oORIGinal and CLEVer—can you BEAR it, my 
dear? But I mean he ACtually DOES because I 
mean he SIMply SHRIEKED, my dear, when we 
were doing a little light GOLFing 





Life 


Nocturne 


T last he was on his way home. 

Gratefully, after the long day of instantaneous 
decisions and destiny-shaping commands, he contem- 
plated the peaceful evening which was to be his. Let 
those who yearn for power—for the niche to which only 
pause to reflect for a moment 





the great ones are called 
on what this one 
man had done 
since he had 
plunged into the 
very midst of the 
tangle of perplexi- 
ties which he, and 
he alone, could 
surmount. 

At an hour 
earlier by far 
than that which 
finds us lesser toil- 
ers at our daily 
tasks, he had 
reached the cav- 
ernous cloisters where were framed the terse masterly 
phrases to which the waiting thousands _ thrilled. 
Throughout the crowded pulsing hours his words had 
swayed and compelled, enraptured or ruthlessly cast 
down those who strained, breathless, to interpret to their 
own gain the veriest lift of his eyebrow. And now, for 
a few short hours, his life was his own, to do with as he 
would; free from the pressure of the responsibilities 
which his Jovian puissance entailed. 

Purchasing at a newsstand the final edition of his 

favorite tabloid, the subway guard 
/ proceeded towards his place of 
? residence. 
| Arthur M. Sherwood, Jr. 





“1 HAD MY TAIL BOBBED. DON’T YOU 

THINK IT IMPROVES MY CARRIAGE?” 

““YEAH—BUT IT CERTAINLY INTER- 
FERES WITH YOUR WAGGIN’!” 





the other day, I mean, and I made a . 
SIMply marvelous DRIVE and he \ 
said “What a jolly good SHOT!’ or . 
something like THAT, my dear, and n= D> 
[ said ‘Damn clever these Chi- — 6 S Cy 
NESE! — I mean he ACtually \\ { 
HOWLED, my dear, because . I VA ) \ a4) 
mean he thought that was a ( fe ae iS 
FRIGHTfully uNIQUE remark, > \_ A } 
my dear—I mean he ACtually ie } — 

hed < Y \ 
vat Lloyd Mayer. — AS WA © jp 

te ie y ~ r / | 


A Man of One Idea — 4 


“| ASN’T Grimm any object in fA, 

life?” 

“Yes, he’s devoting himself to ae 
proving the futility of existence.” 


He: iF 1’D KNOWN YOU WERE SO EXTRAVA- 
GANT I’D NEVER HAVE MARRIED YOU. 
She: weLu, IF I WASN’T FATHER WOULD 
NEVER HAVE LET YOU. 
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AN INTIMATE GLIMPSE 
ERAL OTHER THINGS, AN 
TION OF THE PERIOD KNOWN AS THE DICKY SHIRT. 


The Gay Nineties 


INTO A BOUDOIR OF THE COZY NINETIES SHOWING, AMONG SEV- 


UP-TO-THE-MINUTE GENTLEMAN DONNING A POPULAR INVEN- 


THIS INGENIOUS CONTRIVANCE RAN 


NECK-AND-NECK, WE MIGHT SAY, WITH THE READY-TIED BAT-WING TIE WHICH SNAPPED 


TOGETHER IN THE BACK. 
COAT SLEEVE, MADE SARTORIAL SMARTNESS IN THOS 


AND THESE TWO, PLUS CUFFS THAT FASTENED INSIDE THE 
DAYS A VERY SIMPLE MATTER— 


PROVIDED, OF COURSE, YOU KEP’) YOUR COAT ON, 


ELL, here we are in Oshkosh 

again. Same old punk dressing 
rooms, same old tough spot on the 
bill, same old audience sitting on 
their hands. “Hoop-la!” Can you 
beat it? Not a bit of applause and 
that stunt always went big in this 
house before. Gee, I’m glad Joe 
and Al do all the work and I don’t 
have to do nothing but pose. I won't 
even bother to turn any cartwheels 


The Female Acrobat 


this performance. “Allez Oop!” 
Say, are they all dead out there? 
Look at that sap in the third row 
trying to make me. Shall I give him 
the come-on? Sure, might as well. 
Anything to keep awake while the 
boys do their last balance. Al’s do- 
ing his one-arm stand now. My cue 
to lean over and look scared. Golly, 
I almost yawned then. Well, it’s 
about time they unfroze and made a 


little noise out there. “Allez Oop!” 
Nice work, Al. That got to ‘em. 
“Hoop-la!” It'll feel good to sit 
down and quit grinning. Oh, well, 
Sioux Falls next week. “Ring it 
down, Benny.” 

Robert Lord. 


“T° your wife care for house 


work! 
“She likes to do nothing better.” 
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The Private Business 
of Beatrice of Florence 
Why Dante Never Married Her 


N a marble bench in the garden 

of her father, Ser Folco Por- 
tinari, sat Beatrice. As she sat there 
in the sun-flecked pergola, doling 
crumbs to a tame sparrow, she was 
very easy to look at. Indeed, there 
were persons who said she was far 
easier to look at than to listen to. 
They were probably right. 

“So I said to him,” said Beatrice, 
“*You poor wet smack, even if you 
are a Doge’s son, don’t think you're 
going to pull anything like that. 
And I’m not swimming home from 
any gondolas, either.’ A fine bunch 
of oil-eans they breed in Venice!” 

“Really, Beatrice,” said Dante, a 
wry smile twisting his thin lips, 
“vour language!” 

“What's the matter with it?” said 
Beatrice. “At least it’s expressive.” 

“It’s vulgar.” 

“But we are conversing in the vul- 
gar tongue. Don’t you want me to 
be consistent?” 

“It’s unbecoming.” 

‘Now there are two sides to that, 
Dante. Do you mean it is unbecom- 
ing to me, or I am unbecoming to 
it? It is my personal opinion that 
speech takes its values directly from 
the personality of whoever uses it. 
Therefore, if I have a pleasing per- 
sonality, and I believe it is conceded 
that I have, my speech, however un- 
fortunate by itself, cannot but be 
improved by the association.” 

“There is a serious question I 
would like to ask you, Bea- 
said Dante. 

“And that reminds me 
of a question. Have you 
heard the story about the 
Scotchman?” 

“Ne.” 

“He would only give 
two cheers for the Red, 
White and Blue.” 

“I beg your pardon?” 

“T said he was a Scotch- 
man. I’m sorry. I was 
only trying to entertain 
you. Possibly I was more 
trying than entertaining.” 

“Not at all,” said 
Dante. 

“By the way,” said Bea- 
trice, “wasn’t there some 
sort of a question you 
wanted to ask me the other 
day when I was—when we 


trice, 


—— 
Child of the So-Called 





“TELL ME ALL ABOUT YOURSELF.” 


were, that is, talking in the garden?”’ 
“Yes,” said Dante. “Bice, I Pe 
“Gracious,” said Beatrice, ““Gia- 
como Del Asino is calling for me in 
his new twin-six chummy sedan chair 
and I have barely time to dress. So 
long, kid, see you some more.” 
“Good-by, Beatrice,” said Dante. 
(Sixty-eight closely printed pages 
of dialogue follow, in the best John 
Erskine manner.) 























s A 


MORE TILL YOUR DAD PAYS HIS BILL. 


<4 
Rich: come ON IN AND PLAY. 
Plumber’s Son: My DAD SAYS I CAN’T PLAY WITH YOU ANY new idea for a 


..on the other hand,” said Bea- 
trice, “if it were not so, it would 
be otherwise. And if it were other- 
wise, then it is not so. Being what 
it is, which it can’t help being, it is 
not otherwise, unless it is otherwise 
than you think it is. That’s plain, 
is it not?” 

“Very,” said Dante. 

“That's exactly what I told Fran- 
cesca. But Francesca is an old- 
fashioned woman, Dante— 
a dear, but old-fashioned. 
And so she said to me—” 

“Ah,” said Dante, “let 


it go. 
“By all means,” said 
Beatrice. “What you are 


burning to say, then, will 
keep?” 

“Yes, Beatrice,” said 
Dante, gloomily, “for ever 
and for ever.” 

Henry William Hanemann. 


Essential 
" How about that new 
car your company 
was talking of getting 
out?” 
“We had to give it up. 
Nobody could think of a 
radiator 


” 
cap. 
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OW then a 
4‘ New Year! 
What would we 
have it do for us? 
Above all things 
we need that it 
should bring us sanity, a better un- 
derstanding of life, of human nature, 
of religion, of the powers and lim- 
itations of man-made laws. 

Any competent newspaper that 
one may take up tells us an extraor- 
dinary story. News-gathering as 
done is apt to lose proportion. We 
get in every issue of a lively news- 
paper the most sensational occur- 
rences that happen anywhere in the 
world; all the more remarkable mur- 
ders, robberies, divorces, quarrels, 
discussions, rows of any sort. We 
find as many as possible of them on 
the front pages of our journals. 
That may make our world 
crazier than it is, but it is pretty 
crazy. 

On an average morning we 
how five boys in an Indiana family, 
ranging in age from seven to twenty- 
three, put Paris green in a school 
well because they were dissatisfied 
with the teacher. The trial of the 
Doheny-Fall case goes on; Henry 
Ford replies to Nathan Straus, who 
accuses him of a campaign of slander 
against the Jews; an oil ship ex- 
plodes; a girl robs a Texas bank; 
there is the usual number of motor 
ear accidents, and so on and so on. 
An interesting detail of current in- 
quiry is the ballot conducted by 
about two hundred newspapers on 
religious belief. 

All these matters are interest- 
ing. Henry Ford replies to Mr. 
Straus that the accusations of his 
paper, the Dearborn Independent, 
have not concerned the Jewish 


seem 


read 


Crain Maxwe tt, lice-President 
LANGHORNE Gipson, Necretary and Treasurer 


people but have been confined to in- 
ternational Jewish financiers. The 
international Jew, he says, “‘is in 
direct control of all financial 
tions of government, including the 
United States Federal Reserve sys- 
tem, and, therefore, is the chief con- 
trol in the making of war of which 
he is also the chief profiteer.”. How 
far right and how far wrong Henry 
is in these statements is entirely be- 
vond the capacity or information of 
any ordinary observer to say. It is 
just a piece of news that he thinks 
of; quite interesting; possibly im- 
portant, possibly not important. 

The ballot on religion with ques- 
tions whether people believe in God, 
immortality, prayer, inspiration of 
the Bible, usefulness of the Church 
concerns matters of which average 
people know a good deal more than 
they do about Jewish finance. It is 
an interesting ballot. Perhaps as a 
result the Churches will get a little 
better idea of what is their present 
relation to the human race. 


sec- 









@) 
vy 
this time of year, with the 


T 
A papers full of appeals for relief 
for the needy and all the charitable 
organizations flooding the mails with 
other appeals to the same end, one is 
impressed by the enormous contem- 
porary organization of assistance, 
the helpfulness of a great many 
people, and the apparent need of 
great numbers of others for the help 
provided. Our country is a synonym 


for prosperity, the President assures 
us that we are doing wonderfully 





well, and yet our case is as much as 
ever the familiar one of having the 
poor always with us. Besides the 
poor we have the misdirected and the 
crazy. Think of that family of boys 
that poisoned the well in Indiana! 

Two Democrats were discussing 
politics. One said: Our party can’t 
do much until there comes some sort 
of crisis. As long as this current 
prosperity continues, political power 
will stay in the hands that hold it 
now. 

The other said: The country is full 
of people who are not prosperous at 
all. The farmers are not prosperous 
and there are a lot of them. We 
have got crisis enough now. The 
trouble is we have no Moses. 

In that the first speaker inclined 
to concur. There is a scarcity of 
Moses. There is an _ enormous 
amount of organization, a vast num- 
ber of people working to accomplish 
something and doing in some degree 
what they are trying to do, but there 
is no one conspicuously in sight who 
seems to see the Promised Land and 
to know the way to it. 








‘THE great job of our country 

for some time to come is to pro- 
duce a Moses. If we produce one 
in the year now beginning, we shall 
be lucky, but probably it is too soon. 
Our country needs to see its duty 
bigger. It does not now see enough 
of it. To discover and become con- 
scious of it may take a good while, 
but when it does discover it, it will 
surely want to do it, and will surely 
find a leader. Meanwhile, Every 
Man His Own Moses must continue 
to be our slogan. 

We wonder what is just ahead: 
whether Mussolini will blow up this 
coming year; how things will go with 
Al Smith; where stocks will rise or 
fall to in 1927; whether Asia will 
produce for us any really moving 
anxieties; what sort of jolts, if any, 
will come out of Russia or Mexico; 
whether Europe will think better or 
worse of Yankees twelve monthis 
hence, and whether Mr. Coolidge 
will still be sitting as tight as ever 
as we enter 1928. We can guess 
about these matters, but that is all. 
Our mortal understanding does not 
go deep enough to do much more. 


E. S. Martin. 
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Life. 


A NOTED social worker was recently quoted as 








saying that New York girls would rather wear 
silk stockings than eat. The truth of the matter 
is that most New York girls must wear silk stockings to 
get anything to eat. 
JL 
A test shows the modern girl can dress in 45 seconds. 
How long would it take her to put on some clothes? 
JL 
We read that when motion picture films are made in 
England they are frequently ruined by the climate. This 
seems to be a decided improvement over the American 
method of relying almost entirely upon human agencies. 
IL 
“AGENTS-—-To sell Catholics—Wonderful Proposition. United 


Religious Goods Co., 201 United Bldg., Covington, Ky. 
—Want ad, in Popular Mechanics. 


Not down the river, we hope! 

JL 
A suburb of Chicago with a population of one hundred 
fas one hundred and six automobiles. They must have 
to import professional pedestrians to practice on before 
going into the metropolis. 

JL 
Just by way of reminding the community that Pro- 
hibition does progress, let 
it be remembered that 
after seven years of en- 
forcement the Director of 
Prohibition, Gen. AN- 
prews, unhesitatingly an- 
nounces that “by another 
season” the American 
people “will have a hard 
time getting real beer.” 

JL 

A good job for the win- 
ter—and doubtless many 
a poor wretch who is not 
going South has thought 
of this—is that of day 
watchman in a night club. 


A. 
“THANKSGIVING SPECIALS 
“Intermingled with the rev- 
erent air of the first Thanks- 
giving was the spirit of 
festivity. And so to-day it 
is a happy occasion, a time 
we all should be at our best, 
and the tables groaning with 
an appetizing load of 
sumptuous food. In prep- 
aration for this great day, 
we have listed a_ special 
offering of BLANKETS.” 
—Ad. in Coal Valley News. 


Under which the Thanks- 
giving merrymakers could 
do their own groaning. 


1856 


HITCH Us?’ 


“BABY, I'LL SAY YOU'RE CATsy! 
WE SLIP OVER AND LET THE COUNTY CLERK 











Lrverec- 


TWO ADVERTISING MEN IN CONFERENCE 





Decoded 


(at telephone): Flushing 88822.. 
.Say, how about 

Tue Orner Party: No such person here. 
the wrong number. 


ANA AN . Hello, 
M Tom 
You've got 


Man (hanging up): Tom will be right down, boys. 
His wife was home and sticking right beside him. He 
didn’t have anything on for to-night and he thinks it’s 
about time we gave him his revenge. He says to count 
him out a stack and it will be all he'll have to buy, but, 
win or lose, he absolutely will not play after 2 a. M. 
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What’s Wrong vgith These Pictures ? 


1926 


“MISS 
YOUR 


WHAT SAY MIN K-——ARABELLA-——MAY 


FATHER OF THE 


I SPEAK TO 
TENDER EMOTION 


WHICH CONSUMES—NAY, BURNS ME?” 
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The Hotel 
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Owing to the time it takes to print Lire, readers should verify from the daily 
newspapers the continuance of the attractions at the theatres mentioned. 


More or Less Serious 


An American Tragedy. Longacre—Dreiser him- 
self couldn't have written a clumsier play. 

Beyond the Horizon. Bijou—A revival of 
O'Neill's early success. 

Caponsacchi. Hampden’s—Walter Hampden 
in costume, reading from Browning. 

The Captive. Empire—A splendid play regard- 
less of what it is about. 


Chicago. Music Box—To be reviewed later. 


Civic Repertory Theatre. (14th St.)\—Eva Le 
Gallienne and her brave band. 

The Constant Nymph. Selwyn—Reviewed in 
this issue. 

The Dybbuk. Neighborhood—Jewish mysti- 
cism effectively staged. 

Hangman’s House. Forresit—To be reviewed 
next week. 

_ The Honor of the Family. Booth—Otis Skinner 
in a revival of his old success. To be reviewed 
later. 

The Ladder. Waldorf—A lot of people seem to 
be writing letters to the papers about this one, 
Could we have been mistaken? 

Lily Sue. Lyceum—Ten-twent’-thirt’ Western. 

Lulu Belle. Belasco—A vivid account of Sene- 
gambian sin, with Lenore Ulric at her best and 
Henry Hull at his. 


Moscow Theatre Habima. Mansfield—In 


Hebrew repertory. 


Ned McCobb’s Daughter. John Golden—A 


darned good play dealing with New England 


bootlegging and the allied arts. Clare Eames and 
Alfred Lunt give splendid performances. Next 
week, “‘The Silver Cord.” 

The Noose. Hudson—One character (played 
by Rex Cherryman) gives this old-fashioned 
melodrama new life. 


Seed of the Brute. Comedy—Several scenes of 
considerable power set in a lot of rough talk. 
Robert Ames heads a good cast. 


Sex. Daly's—If this had been called “‘Broken 
Hearts,"’ it would have died when it should have. 


_ The Squall. Forty- Eighth St.—Another of those 
girls who set a whole household by the ears—or 
whatever you call them. : 

The Trumpet Shall Sound. American Labora- 
tory—To be reviewed next week. 


Yellow. National—Pretty much the same as all 
melodramas which are the same as this. 


Comedy and Things Like That 


Abie’s Irish Rose. Republic—Standing on the 
threshold of the New Year, let us give pause and 
stand uncovered before this monument to the 


Unknown Elk. 
1 


Autumn Fire. Wallack’s—Irish, but not at all 
bad. 


Broadway. Broadhurst—Just about as smooth- 
running and interesting a play as you could hope 
to see, and all about backstage Broadway. 

The Constant Wife. Maxine Fllioit's—Ethel 
Barrymore delivering Somerset Maugham's lines 
as if there were nothing but ladies and gentlemen 
in the world. 





Daisy Mayme. Playhouse—A slice right out of 





“RUN AROUND TO THE DELICATESSEN STORE AND GET SOME THINGS, MORTIMER ; 


1’"M JUST STARVED FOR A HOME-COOKED MEAL.” 


life, so true that, if you are any kind of person 
at all, you will cry. 
Gentlemen Prefer Blondes. Times Square— 
Those two internationally known young ladies 
played to the life by June Walker and Edna 
Hibbard. 

Howdy King! Morosco—Reviewed in this issue. 


The Judge’s Husband. Forty- Ninth St.— 
Whatever William Hodge stands for in your mind. 


The Little Spitfire. Cori—Jellybeans. 


Loose Ankles. Garrick—What the boys talk 
about after dancing with the matrons. Pretty 
funny, too. 


Mozart. Forty-Sixth St.—Guitry and Yvonne 
Printemps in the French original. To be reviewed 
later. 


On Approval. Gaiety—Wallace Eddinger and 
good company in an amusing trifle. 


The Play’s the Thing. Henry Miller’s—Some 
highly entertaining scenes played by Holbrook 
Blinn and his colleagues. 

Pygmalion. Guild—Lynn Fontanne in Shaw's 
slightly dated but still fine comedy. 


Say It With Flowers. Garrick—On Fridays 
at 11:30 p.m. only. For the broad-minded. 


Two Girls Wanted. Lititle—Pleasant. 





_ We Americans. Eltinge—Good East Side talk 
incident to the process of Americanization. 


Eye and Ear Entertainment 


Americana. Belmont—Small but different. 


Countess Maritza. Shuberi—A fine Viennese 
score. 


Criss-Cross. Globe—Fred Stone and all that 
goes with him. 


The Desert Song. Casino—Better than most, 
with Vivienne Segal and Eddie Buzzell. 


Gay Paree. Winter Garden—Chic Sale in 


particular. 


Honeymoon’ Lane. Knickerbocker—Eddie 
Dowling and regulation musical comedy. 


Oh, Kay! IJmperial—Gertrude Lawrence in 
fashionable entertainment. 


Oh, Please. Fulton—The new Beatrice Lillie 
show. To be reviewed later. 


The Pirates of Penzance. Plymouth—A worthy 
successor to “‘Iolanthe.”’ 


Queen High. Ambassador—Nice music. 


The Ramblers. Lyric—Clark and McCullough 
in burlesque. 


Scandals of 1926. A pollo—George White's big 


show. 


Rejected 


E: Sweetheart, you are the dear- 

est little girl that ever breathed 
the pure air of this wonderful earth. 
Your little finger is worth more to 
me than all the other women in the 
world put together. You are as sweet 
and precious to me as a letter from 
my old mother. Will you marry me? 
Sue: Hell, no! 
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Good-by 1927! Hello 1926! 


UR qualifications for being a dramatic critic, if 
indeed we ever had any, are rapidly melting 
away under the depleting warmth of a senile las- 

We sometimes sit all the way through a play 
quite oblivious of the fact that we are supposed to be 
reviewing it, forgetting to look for flaws in construction 
or for oafish direction, making no mental notes to be 
turned later into copy, and in general behaving ourself 
like a paying patron. At times we even doze gently. 

This must have been our frame of mind during “The 
Constant Nymph,” for we sat beaming and crying, beam- 
ing and erying, through what we discovered later, from 
veople who know what's what, was a terrific jumble of 
vad direction, unintelligent casting and clumsy writing. 
Ve did just what an author hopes his lay-auditors will 
10, which is to supply emotional oakum to fill in the 
‘thinks he has left, and, in this case, we carried over our 
enthusiasm for the book and blended it in with the scenes 
in the play until we were all aglow, and had we written 
our review immediately, we should have given the thing 
unqualified and feverish endorsement. 


KEW EA 


N looking back on it, we see that we were very in- 

judicial. There are many inexcusable gaucheries in 
Basil Dean’s direction, but we didn’t seem to mind them 
at the time. Glenn Anders is probably not an ideal 
Lewis Dodd, but we liked him enormously. (As a mat- 
er of fact, through one of those unaccountable vagaries 
f imagination, our own mental picture of Lewis Dodd 
throughout the book had been an idealized image of 
Sinclair Lewis, an even more fantastic choice than Mr. 
Anders.) We admit all the things that are said about 
“The Constant Nymph,” including the fact that. great 
tretches of it are inaudible, but we were both amused 
id moved by it and might as well admit it. 


O 


situde. 


On one point every one seems to be agreed. Miss 
Jeatrice Thomson, the young lady imported from 


England to play T'essa, is heart-breakingly good. 


A. 
M 


ERHAPS one reason why we worked so hard on the 
side of the actors in “The Constant Nymph” and 
overlooked so many flaws was that, for the first half-hour 
on the opening night, the audience was one of the coldest 
ever assembled this side of Behring Straits. All the 


jold actor blood in us immediately pounded through our 
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system in dogged defense of the unfortunate group on 
the stage. We pulled with them from the fastnesses of 
the very remote seats accorded us by the management 
(one really can’t be of much help ’way back in M-9 and 
11) and fought the fight against the frigid first-nighters 
with as much as if we had been cold in 
grease-paint on the stage. For in all the world there is 
no more uneven contest than that of a cast against the 
impenetrable glacier out front, nor one so little depend- 
ent on the merits of the opposing parties. 


—r~niiO inn. 


A S is so often the case when we are particularly acid 

in our condemnation of something, it turns out that 
we misunderstood the thing in tlfe first place. We were 
quite bitter last week about the Theatre Guild’s taking 
off ““Ned McCobb’s Daughter” for three weeks just as it 
had established itself as one of the best plays in town. 
Well, it turns out that “Ned MecCobb’s Daughter” and 
“The Silver Cord” are going to run alternate weeks and 
where we ever got anything about three weeks nobody 
seems to know. 

But, even at that, this repertory business, while fine 
from a theoretical point of view, is confusing to the 
general public and especially to this department. Just 
as one show gets to going well, it is snatched off and 
another substituted for it. If you hear that “The 
Broken Banister” is a good show and get your mind all 
made up to see it Thursday night, only to be told that 
they are playing “John Gunnison’s Grandpa” this week, 
but that next week you can see “The Broken Banister” 
(except on Tuesday and Friday nights and Wednesday 
matinee, when they are doing “Limping’’), you are quite 
likely to say to hell with the whole thing and go to the 
movies. 

And if you happen to be trying to make up a calendar 
of dramatic events two weeks ahead—oh, well, nobody 
but this department is. Nobody but this department 
has any trouble anyway. 


nervousness 


alain’, | 


{ 
ar! 





ND now along comes Anne Nichols, who four and a 

half years ago placed the gypsy’s curse on us with 
“Abie’s Irish Rose,” and sponsors another play called 
“Howdy King!” 

It is a sterling comedy, full of honest fun and deep 
insight into human nature, and kept us laughing from 
start to finish. 

You don’t catch us again, Miss Nichols. 


Robert Benchley. 





N the jacket of “The Hard- 
Boiled Virgin,’ by Frances 


Newman (Boni & Liveright), 
James Branch Cabell says, “You 
have here—for, to be sure, the dis- 
cerning and tolerably tolerant reader 
alone—a small masterpiece.” Inas- 
much as the immortal twelve capable 
of understanding the Einstein theory 
constitute the only limited desirable 
minority to which I have never 
wished to elect myself, I embarked 
upon the opening chapter full of 
hope, and emerged from the final one 
full of bewilderment. What, indeed, 


have we here? The heroine of the 
title suggests the famous remark 
about the Holy Roman Empire in 
that she was neither hard, nor 


nor, in the last analysis, 
virgin. She had erudition, of course, 
but not, as the jacket further sug- 
gests, humor. (It is Miss Newman 
who has the humor.) Her senti- 
mentalization of herself in connec- 


boiled, 


iy 
ape 
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tion with every man she met is a 
satirical slap at a certain Southern 
type, but you can not make me be- 
lieve, as other reviewers have said, 
that Katherine Faraday speaks for 
her entire sex on that point. Every 
woman who is honest and straight- 
forward must admit that she has de- 
rived great pleasure from occasion- 
ally dramatizing herself, but I know 
any number of girls who can go to 
a West Point hop without visualiz- 
ing their escort as a bridegroom, or 
who can sit under the trees with a 
young benedict without speculating 
on his wife’s longevity and looking 
optimistically for the notice of her 
death in Vogue and Town and 
Country. 

But whatever Katherine Faraday 
may or may not be, she is a splendid 
mouthpiece for Miss Newman, who 
has considerable to say that is fresh 
and entertaining, and who combines 
erudition and worldly perception in 





a most agreeable manner. She writes 
a little as a beloved professor with 
rich relatives often talks. Her pud- 
ding is well packed with raisins, and 
she has undeniably evolved an orig- 
inal narrative method. That she 
writes largely in the negative is un- 
fortunate—if the “nots” in “The 
Hard-Boiled Virgin” were placed 
end to end, they would give Words- 
worth’s daffodils a contest—but that 
is something which can be remedied 
in the future. If you can stand for 
the rereading of an involved sen- 
tence now and then in order to grasp 
its meaning, thereby putting yourself 
amongst Mr. Cabell’s “‘tolerably tol- 
erant” readers, this first novel may 
prove a welcome change and diver- 
sion. 


IN WEDDING,” by Margaret 

Leech (Boni & Liveright), is an 

excellent piece of workmanship, and 
(Continued on page 30) 
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THE WINDOW DRESSER UNDRESSES 
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LUMBAGO 

1s A FELL DISEASE IT 
SMITES THE 

AGED AND Tilz YOUTHFUL 
WHOM THIS 

MALADY DOTH SEIZE MUST 


AND 


AMBULATE IN POSE UNCOUTHFUL 
AND MAKE HIS 
WAY WiTH 


MOVEMENT SLOW ACCOMPANIED WITII 

HORRID GRUNTING 

AND HUMP ALONG 

BENT 

DOWN AS THOUGH FOR 

SOMETHING ON THE GROUND A-HUNT- 
ING 

THE NEIGHBORS 

WEEP NO 

KINDLY TEAR OF 
CACKLE SHRILLY 

WHEN OF THIS DIRE 

DISEASE THEY HEAR ITS NAME IS SO 

CONFOUNDED SILLY 

THEY SHOULD NoT 

RAISE DISCORDANT 

BUT IN 

SHOULD 

LUBRICATE 

WITH PITY’S TEARS THE 

CREAKS OF THAT POOR SPINAL 

COLUMN 


SYMPATHY BUT 


JEERS 


\ MANNER SAD AND SOLEMN 


The Chance of a Lifetime 
“| BOUGHT a bootlegger’s auto- 
mobile that was ordered sold by 
the Government.” 
“What are you going to do with 
it?” 
“Going in the bootlegging busi- 


ness, 


N spite of the English bishops who 

are trying to do away with hell, 
we feel that the chances of the fa- 
mous snowball down there are just 
about what they used to be. 
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Fame and Its 

Accompanying Reward 

URING the past week I have 

received letters from four cor- 
respondence schools praising my 
“news sense and ability to write’ 
and offering me their courses “at a 
special low rate provided I enroll 
at once’; letters from girls in Port 
Jervis, N. Y., and Dunmore, Pa., 
stating that my “article’’ amused 
them and they would “like awfully 
well” to meet me if I ever spend my 
summer vacation in their neighbor- 
hoods; ten notes and twice as many 
kidding telephone calls from friends, 
and a check for one dollar from a 
tabloid paper. 

The check, which was a perfectly 
good one, was in payment for the 
“Embarrassing Moment” item that 
appeared over my name and address 
in the pictorial. 

I hereby offer one dollar reward 
for information leading to the cap- 
ture of the “friend” whose sense of 
humor (?) and disregard of the 
statutes regarding forgery have so 
increased my list of correspondents. 

E. T. Conroy. 


Eliminating 
Accidents 
SS TATISTICS 
show,” declared 
the bespectacled wo- 
man lecturer, “that the 
modern, common-sense 
style of woman’s dress 
has reduced accidents 
on the street cars by 

fifty per cent.” 

“Why not do away 
with accidents  alto- 
gether?” piped a mas- 
culine voice from the 
rear of the hall. 


Her Source 
of Supply 
PYATHER: Young 

man, I am afraid 
you couldn’t even keep 
my daughter in ciga- 
rettes. 

Surror: Why—lI'm 
doing that very thing 
now, sir! 








ee q 
ERHAPS after all 

it’s the radio an- 
nouncer who should be 
seen and not heard. 


"Oem Aan A 
AFTER GIVING 











vi) ee 
ie ee es 
So She Kissed Him 
She (accusingly): you PASSED RIGHT 
BY ME YESTERDAY WITHOUT EVEN NO- 
TICING ME. 
Ile: WELL, DEAR—HEH, HEH—LOVE 
IS BLIND, Y KNOW. 






Foreseen 
J ‘RIEND: I hear Hardupp’s 
store burned last night. They 
say you could see the fire a long way 
off. 
Banker: Yes; I saw it six months 
ago. 


THE 


HEADWAITER FIFTY 
RESERVE A TABLE ON NEW YEAR’S EVE, THE SAPPS 
ARRIVE TO FIND THE 


DOLLARS TO 


PLACE HAS BEEN PADLOCKED, 
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Conditions of the Contest 
Read these carefully: 
ACH week we will publish a 
different picture in the ALIBI 
CONTEST —the picture this week 
being marked “ALIBI NUMBER 
THREE.” 

The first prize of $50.00 will be 
awarded each week to the contestant 
who, in the opinion of the judges, 
furnishes the cleverest and most con- 
vincing conclusion to the sentence 
which starts, “Well, you ‘see, it’s 
this way...” Five second prizes of 
$10.00 each will be awarded to the 
runners-up. 

Answers must not exceed twenty- 
five words in length; this word limit, 
however, is not intended to include 
the captions under the Contest pic- 
tures as originally published in Lire. 

There is no limit to the number of 
answers to each Contest picture that 
any one contestant may submit. Nor 
is it necessary for a contestant to 
submit answers to more than one of 
the Contest pictures to be eligible 
for a prize. 

The judges will be three of the 
Editors of Lire. 

In the event of a tie, the full 
amount of the prize will be awarded 
to each of the tying contestants. 

Answers should be typewritten or 
clearly written on one side of the 
paper. The judges cannot under- 
take to return any of the manu- 
scripts that are submitted in this 
Contest. 

Answers to ALIBI NUMBER 
THREE should be so marked, and 
sent to ALIBI CONTEST EDI- 
TOR, Lire, 598 Madison Avenue, 
New York City. All answers to 
ALIBI NUMBER THREE must 
reach Lire’s office before 12 noon 
on January 13, 1927. Announce- 
ment of the winners will be made in 
the issue of February 3, 1927. 

The Contest is open to all and is 
not limited to subscribers to Lire. 
Members of Lire’s staff, and their 
families, are barred from competi- 
tion. 





$100 in Prizes 


HIS is the third week of the 


Great Alibi Contest. Even 
though you may have missed the pre- 
ceding Alibi Pictures, you can enter 
the Contest now and be eligible for 
this week’s prize. 

Study carefully the situation de- 
picted by Herb Roth below. Try to 
evolve an Alibi for Wayne B. 
Wheeler which will convince Presi- 
dent Coolidge that public opinion 
still favors Prohibition. 

Express this Alibi in twenty-five 
words (or less) and send it in to the 
Alibi Contest Editor. Remember— 
the twenty-five-word limit applies 
only to your Alibi, and does not in- 
clude the printed caption beneath 
the picture. 

Each contestant may send in as 
many answers to this Contest as he 


or she desires. But all answers to 

ALIBI NUMBER THREE ust 

reach Lire’s office not later than 

twelve noon on January 13, 1927. 
The prizes are as follows: 


First Prize, $50.00 


Five Second Prizes of 
$10.00 each 


These prizes will be awarded to 
those who, in the opinion of the 
judges, submit the cleverest and most 
convincing Alibis to fit the situation 
in the accompanying picture. 

ALIBI NUMBER FOUR will 
be published in Lire next week, with 
a new set of prizes offered. 

Read the conditions carefully— 
and go to it! 





ALIBI NUMBER THREE | 











President Coolidge: THE PEOPLE SEEM TO BE VOTING WET IN EVERY ELECTION. 
HOW DOES THAT HAPPEN? 
Wayne B. Wheeler: wetu—yovu see, IT’s THIS WAY... 
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Country Cousins 


“WE really must go down to the city!” exclaimed 
the matronly Mrs. Snat. “The children are grow- 
ing up without knowing much of anything about it. We 
don’t want them to go on like this, never knowing any 
more than they do now.” 

“Oh, wait a while,” urged Mr. Snat. “It’s comfort- 
able here. There’s plenty for the youngsters to do, too. 
We have our radio. There are other children for them 

to play with. And the air is just fine away from 


the fumes 
of the city. Be- 


A 


sides, it’s a big 
trip to the city. 
Think of what it 
would mean for 
us with our three 
children. There’s 
no hurry about 
iz.” 

But Mrs. Snat 
was obdurate. 
The children 
simply must visit 
the city. Here 
they were, six, 
seven and eight 
years old, and no 
experiences i n 
city traffic or in 
the city parks. 
Mrs. Snat didn’t 
want her chil- 
dren to be noth- 
ing but country 
cousins all their 
lives. 

So a day was 
set, and on that 
day the children 
were washed and 








Ensnared 
“I SEE THAT ROGER HAS MARRIED THE 


GIRL HE’S BEEN CHASING FOR SO 
LONG.” combed and 
“YES, SHE FINALLY CAUGHT HIM.” garbed in their 


best, and the 
whole family set forth on the memorable adventure. 
But, alas, alas! Mrs. Snat was defeated in her pur- 
pose at the final moment. When they came to the ele- 
vator shaft they found the Elevator Gentlemen’s Union 
had gone out on a strike, so that it was entirely out of 
the question to go down to the city. 
The Snats, you see, lived on the two hundred and 


fifty-second floor of a New York apartment house! 
Frank H. Williams. 


Social Wisdom 


GHE: I’ve persuaded Mother not to lay out any of the 
\“ solid silver for the dinner we're giving to-night. 

Hr: But surely the servants are trustworthy ! 

Sue: Yes, the servants are. 


LOT of Christmas gifts are mismailed every year, 
and a lot more should be. 





“THERE GOES JACKSON WHIPPY, THE MAN WHO TRIED TO 
CORNER THE WORLD’S SUPPLY OF COAL AND FAILED.” 
“WE EVIDENTLY DIDN’T REALIZE THAT YOU CAN’T FUEL 
ALL THE PEOPLE ALL THE TIME.” 


L’heure intime 
ER head lay on his bosom, and his face 
Deep in her fragrant hair was made to press; 
Forces unseen had ordered that embrace, 
A power beyond control, that sweet caress. 


Then suddenly she leapt back with a bound: 
His face showed neither sadness nor elation— 
You see, it was the rush hour underground 
And she was just alighting at her station. 


yan E: Edith is an awfully graceful dancer. 
Mary: Yes, terribly out of date. 








Those Old Nursery Rhymes 


*“S0CK-A-BYE, BABY.’ 
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“The Winning of 
Barbara Worth” 


OUGLAS MacLEAN, who is 
1) one of the most astute of the 

caterers to the popular taste, 
once told me that the surest way to 
please an audience is to let them 
know in advance what you propose 
to do. In other words, if you have 
a big thrill or a rousing comedy 
scene for the climax of a picture, tell 
the spectators about it ahead of 
time, so that they will be content to 
wait up. 

“The Winning of Barbara Worth” 
is one of those pictures in which, in 
the background, there lurks a dam. 
There was also a dam in “The 
Temptress,” and in innumerable 
other pictures that have gone before. 
In every single instance, the dam 
has burst in the final reels, with ac- 


companying flood scenes photo- 
graphed, in slow motion, it the 


studio tank. 

One of these days, some ultra- 
courageous producer will present a 
picture in which the dam resists all 
temptations to collapse at the crucial 





Old Ironsides. A famous old frigate, 
with Wallace Beery and other stalwart 
Hollywood fighting men aboard, moves 
through a picture that is sloppy as to 
story but marvelously impressive. 


The Great Gatsby. Herbert Brenon’s 
unsuccessful attempt to popularize an un- 
popular theme. 


What Price'Glory. Another war pic- 
ture, but a great one, with expert direc- 
tion by Raoul Walsh and a heroic per- 
formance by Victor McLaglen. 


The Flaming Forest. Extremely 
foolish melodrama of the old Northwest. 


Proving that even vaude- 
Norma 


Upstage. 
ville acrobats have warm hearts. 
Shearer is in it. 


We’re in the Navy Now. Explosive 
gags on the high seas. 
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moment (yes, this is an advertise- 
ment for the Great American Movie). 


Imagine what a pleasant surprise 
that will be! 
HE flood scenes in “The Win- 


ning of Barbara Worth” are ex- 
ceptionally good ones, due prin- 
cipally to the fact that Henry King, 
the director, has recorded them in 
semi-darkness. There is a_ really 
convincing semblance of 
storm throughout this episode which 
adds materially to its effectiveness. 

Mr. King’s direction is good all 
the way and the cast, with Ronald 
Colman and Vilma Banky, is con- 
siderably better than a Harold Bell 
Wright story deserves. 

Still—the best that can be said for 
“The Winning of Barbara Worth” is 
that it’s just all right, which is faint 
praise, to be sure—but what are we 
going to do about it? 


ominous 


“Faust” 


I ET the heavens open up, and the 
4 bolts of Jove descend upon this 
tiny head; let all the volcanoes of 


Recent Developments 


The Sorrows of Satan. D. W. Grif- 
fith manages to justify those who con- 
sider him the greatest of living directors 
and those who consider him the worst. 

So’s Your Old Man. Crude 
laughable work by W. C. Fields. 

Tin Hats. Speaking for myself, I'm 
getting a little tired of imitations of “Be- 
hind the Front.” 


but 


Bardelys the Magnificent. John Gil- 
bert is very handsome, and very dashing, 
but only Douglas Fairbanks is all Douglas 
Fairbanks. 

The Canadian. An interesting but 
overlong story of the wheat country, with 
Thomas Meighan. 


Kid Boots. Eddie Cantor romps 
through a series of good farce situations. 


An evil sorcerer at- 


The Magician. 









earth erupt and engulf this puny 
form in liquid fire; let the continent 
of North America sink beneath the 
relentless waters, so that the ink with 


which these miserable words are 
written shall be diluted, and the 
words themselves washed away; 


nevertheless, before the cataclysm 
occurs, I shall have to say that Emil 
Jannings, as Mephisto in “Faust,” is 
not very good. 

It seems incredible that this great 
actor could give a performance that 
is almost ludicrously unimpressive— 
that is, artificial in the most operatic 
sense; but such is the shocking case. 

“Faust” itself is a great picture 
for the eye, without the secondary 
appeal to the intelligence which other 
German films have made. Directed 
by F. W. Murnau, it has a few 
scenes of imaginative beauty, and a 
great many other scenes which dem- 
onstrate that trick photography, as 
such, means nothing unless it is ded- 
icated to the accomplishment of some 
one definite, logical purpose. 

Camilla Horn, who plays Mar- 
guerite, is extremely attractive. 

R. E. Sherwood. 


tempts to practice vivisection on Alice 
Terry—but he pays for his villainy, the 
knave. 

The Better Ole. Syd Chaplin as Old 
3ill in a decisively funny comedy of the 
3ritish Tommies in France. 


The Temptress. And a very Happy 
New Year to you, Miss Garbo. 


Potemkin. Max Reinhardt and Fan- 
nie Hurst agree that this is the greatest 
picture ever produced, but I maintain that 
it isn’t. Let’s submit the question to 
Grantland Rice and see who's right. 

Don Juan. John Barrymore as the 
lad who knocked Lucrezia Borgia tor a 
row of chemical laboratories. 

Ben-Hur. 


Beau Geste, The Strong Man and 
The Big Parade. Recommended. 


It’s quite big. 























THE 





BOY SIMPLY 


HAS NO HEAD FOR FIGURES, 





The Logical Conclusion 


week of the 22d, now that we've 
tbolished Washington’s Birthday, 
being scheduled as See a Nice Clean 
Boxing Match Week. (Senator 
MurrNner whispers to Chairman Wis- 
SELL.) March seems to present a 
happy compromise as the Senator 
from Hollywood has just informed 
me he is willing to give up his old 
claim for the complete year if we 
will scrap the tentative dates and 
have March called Metro-Goldwyn- 
Mayer Month. 

(There is a roar of protest. All 
but the Chairman and Hewsank be- 
gin swearing and say they'll go home 
and that they’re sorry they ever got 
on the Committee and what does 
Hewpank think they are anyway. 
The Chairman is screaming for or 
der. Things look pretty bad. A 
knock on the door is heard.) Just 
a minute, gentlemen. Come in! (4 
beautiful young girl appears. Every 
man straightens his necktie.) 

Tue Beautirut Giri (timidly): 
Excuse me for coming in. I’m just 
an outsider, of course, but I heard 
this was where you were fixing up 
next year’s calendar, and I wondered 


(Continued from page 9) 


whether I could make a suggestion. 

Tue Committee (eagerly): Yes, 
ma’am. 

Tue Beavutirut Girt: Well, I’m 
just out of college and I've gone into 
the advertising business and they’re 
giving me a chance to make good. | 
just wondered if you could give my 
company one of the dates. 








Nubbville Spark 


THE THIEF CAUGHT STEALIN’ 

YESTERDAY BROKE OUT 0’ THE 

LOCKUP THIS MORNIN’ AN’ 

ESCAPED, THUS DEPRIVIN’ SOME 

JURY 0’ THE CHANCE TO ACQUIT 
HIM. 











Tue Committee: Any one you 
like. 

Tue Beavutirut Girt: Well, I 
just wondered whether you could let 
me have the next ten years, so that 
we could call it Get a Little Colonel 
Brassiére Decade. 


Tue Commirree (tearing up 
charts and papers and pushing the 
table and chairs back so that the 
floor can be clear for dancing): Yes, 


ma’am. 
CuRTAIN 


Cruel but Usual 
(Attention of Mr. John Erskine) 
A MARRIAGE break, 
style, 
Is really nothing new. 
When Helen got her first divorce, 
She went to Paris too. 


Parisian 


SB. Bs 
Such Fun! 


ESSYE: So she’s been talking 
about me behind my back, has 
she? 
Bessye: Yes. 
Tessye: What a nice time you two 
must have had! 

















Ship’s Carpenter (to new deck boy): 

NOW, THEN, SONNY, DON’T STAND THERE 

STAR-GAZING. JUST ’OP FORRARD AN’ SEE IF 
YER CAN FIND MY SPIRIT-LEVEL. 
—Weekly Telegraph (London). 


Curtain Call 


Nor long ago, a theatrical boarding 
house caught fire. In his spurt for 
safety a  vaudevillian paused long 
enough to pick up an unconscious woman 
and carry her outside. In the midst of 
the spectators’ bravos the trouper ex- 
claimed: “Here, gimme the girl—I want 
to take a bow.” 

—New York Morning Telegram. 


The Regular Procedure 

“IT wisi, Matilda,” said her husband, 
“you would agree not to talk when I 
am driving in traffic.” 

“We can discuss that as we go along, 
Adolphus.”—Gaiety (London). 

Zero in inducements: “I want you to 
go with me this evening, John, to visit 
some old friends I knew in my childhood 
town.”—Baltimore Sun. 

WE understand that the old adage has 
been revised to read: “Marry in hate 
and annul at leisure.”—New Yorker. 





“OH, MY HUSBAND IS NEVER BAD- 
TEMPERED EXCEPT WHEN I ASK 
HIM FOR MONEY.” 

“AND DO YOU DO THAT OFTEN?” 
“WHY—EVERY MORNING.” 

—L’Illustration (Paris). 





“Aut Scissors aut Nullus’”’ 


The New Champ 


Tne incredible Gene Tunney is finally 
explained, we think, by W. O. McGeehan 
in Liberty. Tunney, he suggests, is a 
Bunker Bean who convinced himself he 
was so good that he really became un- 
beatable for the moment, his radiating 
faith in himself utterly dazzling a con- 
founded Dempsey. 

This seems very likely. Everything 
Tunney has said, when you reconsider it, 
sounds like a man who reads and be- 
lieves Bruce Barton, Dr. Frank Crane, 
Edgar Guest and the Pelman advertise- 
ments. No wonder honest Jack Demp- 
sey was licked. He was up against the 
Spirit of the Age. 

—Riq, in Chicago Evening Post. 


In the Rug Department 
“T want a smooth grass rug.” 
“Something for indoor golf?” 
Louisville Courier-Journal. 

















“AREN’T THESE FLOWERS OUT OF 
STYLE WITH THEIR SILLY HEADS 
ALL CURLED!” 
—L’Intransigeant (Paris). 


But She Declined 


A spINnster encountered some boys in 
the old swimming hole, minus everything 
but nature’s garb, and was horrified. 

“Isn’t it against the law to bathe with- 
out suits on, little boys?” 

“Yes’m,” announced freckled Johnny, 
“but Jimmy’s father is a policeman, so 
you can come on in.” 

—Pittsburgh Chronicle-Telegraph. 


In Cash Only 
Lirrie scandals, 
Day by day, 
Make the tabloid 
Journals pay. 
—Boston Transcript. 





Ir recent novels really do mirror mod- 
ern life, the woman who sticks to one 
man will soon be regarded as a mono- 
maniac.—Ideas (London). 

















EXPRESSING IT TO A TEE. 
—Yale Record. 


The Hour Before Dinner 


Two husbands were talking over the 
trials of married life. They had about 
exhausted the subject when one inquired: 
“And what do you do while your wife 
is dressing?” 

“Oh,” replied the other, “that’s when 
I try to think of something original to 
say.”"—Windsor Magazine (London). 


On with the Dance 
Ir was Prom time at college. Fifty 
couples were dancing to the strains of 
mad music. 
It began to rain. A hundred and fifty 
couples were dancing. 


—Amherst Lord Jeff. 





Unpovstepty personal liberty is a 
good thing, but we don’t like to ride with 
a driver who is full of it. 

—Dallas News. 





Acnes: How do you like married life? 
Maste: Oh, let’s not talk shop. 
—Kansas Sour Owl. 








ia —_ 








Cook: WELL, I'M BLESSED IF MISSUS 
AIN’T READIN’ THE MASTER'S LET- 
TERS! SHE ’AS NO SENSE OF 
DECENCY! 
—London Opinion. 
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Both Learned Something 


Tue ex-pants presser who had clicked 
in the movie production game wanted 
his ten-year-old boy to shed his dialect, 
so he communicated with a school that 
guaranteed curing people of Milt 
Grossese. The school responded: “Send 
us your child, but you must pledge that 
none of his relatives or companions see 
him for six months.” To which the movie 
magnate agreed. When the term was 
up, he called for his child. 

“Nu, Meester Profasser!” he beamed. 
“Tal me somtink. Howz mine leetle fal- 
low gattink hon?” 

“Splandeed !” replied the teacher. “Hizz 
doong dendy!"—New York Graphic. 


Glass of Soda with tablespoonful Abbott's Bitters a 
good tonic and palatable. Sample Bitters by mail, 
25 cts. in stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md, 


Dubious Economy 

Marks: Do you take many magazines 
at your house? 

Parks: Three, at a club rate. We get 
one that I don’t want, one my wife 
doesn’t want and one neither of us wants, 
all for $7.50—Boston Transcript. 


“ 











No Co-operation 

I BESEECH YOU, 

MAKE AN EFFORT TO LOOK some- 

thing LIKE WHAT I AM DorING!” 
—L’Intransigeant. 


Old English 


A GENTLEMAN connected with the 
Rockefeller Institute discloses _ that, 
among hundreds of letters of denuncia- 
tion received by the institution during 
the past year, one was from a man in 
Arkansas who took the view that all this 
modern education is dangerous and that 
the new-fangled practice of grounding 
preachers in Latin and Greek is espe- 
cially pernicious. They ought to be 
taught English, and only English, he 
said, adding in conclusion: “If English 
was good enough for Jesus, it’s good 
enough for me.”—New Yorker. 





In a Pinch, use ALLEN’S FOOT EAS 


Hopeless 

Two gentlemen assigned to report on 
the movie chances of a Little Theatre 
production were seen quitting the show 
in disgust. 
a TS “I never saw anything so _ terrible,” 
declared one. “Why, it ain’t even art!” 

New York Morning Telegraph. 





“I cannot marry you. Shall I re- 





A CORRESPONDENT writes to a contem- 
porary asking which is the better, the 
gramophone or the wireless. The an- 
swer is in the negative.—Punch. 
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intries in the Postal Union, $1.60 a year; to Canada, 80 cents. Back 
numbers cannot be supplied. 


The text and illustrations in Lire are copyrighted. For Reprint Rights 


: Great Britain apply to Lire, Rolls House, Breams Buildings, Fetter 
ine, London, E. C., England. 


“Dean IncE has even a gloomy idea 
of God,” says Lady Astor. Well, didn’t 
God make him?—Dallas News. 


turn your letters?” 

“No, I shall have to get up some bet- 
ter forms.” 
—Louisville Courier-Journal. 





The foreign trade supplied from Lire’s London Office, Rolls House, 
Breams Buildings, London, E. C Canadian distributor, The American 
News Company, Ltd., 386-388 St. James Street, Montreal, Canada. 

No contributions will be returned unless accompanied by stamped and 
addressed envelope. Lire does not hold itself responsible for the loss or 
non-return of unsolicited contributions. 

Notice of change of address should reach this office two weeks prior 
to the date of issue to be affected. 
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A digestive aid | 


that quits when | 
its task is done’ 





ASTROGEN Tablets are good — very 

good—for the prompt relief of indiges- 
tion, gas and other after-dinner discomfort. 
So are bicarbonate of soda and preparations 
containing it. 


But there’s one objection to alkalies like 
“bicarb” — one respect in which they go too 
far. Unless you measure your dose to a nicety, 
your stomach is left with an alkaline residue 
which interferes with normal digestion. 


Gastrogen Tablets do not 
disturb normal digestion 


The stomach, you know, should be s/ightly 
acid (1/5 of one percent). And until nature 
restores this delicate balance of acidity, normal 
digestion cannot proceed. 


The interesting thing about Gastrogen Tab- 
lets is that the moment they overcome the 
hyperacidity that makes you uncomfortable, 
they stop their work. Your stomach remains 
“in neutral.” Any excess of Gastrogen Tablets 
simply passes along through your system with- 
out further effect. You might eat a pound of 
them, and they would have no power to alka- 
lize the contents of your stomach. 


So, next time your dinner brings you dis- 
comfort, try Gastrogen Tablets. They are 
mild, safe, effective. They will quickly drive 
away your indigestion, heartburn and gas. 
They are aromatic and pleasant to the taste, 
and they are extraordinarily good for sweet- 
ening the breath. 


Your druggist has them in handy 
pocket tins of 15 tablets for 20c; also 
in cabinet-size bottles of 60 tablets for 
60c. If you wish to try them before 
you buy them, send the coupon for free 
introductory packet of 6 tablets. 


GASTROGEN 
OMblets 


© Bristol-Myers Co., 1926 














Would you like to know how to make it a really 


Happy New Year—for you and your family? Well— 
Here's How: 


Fill out the little corner coupon and send it to 
Life. with five dollars enclosed. You will 
thereby enroll yourself as a subscriber to America’s 
great humorous magazine; for the fifty-two weeks of 
1927 you will receive a steady supply of Happiness, 
Gaiety and Entertainment. 


Robert Benchley, Gluyas Williams, Don Herold, 
Montague Glass, Baird Leonard, John Held, Jr., 
Charles Dana Gibson, Dorothy Parker, Percy Crosby, 
Oliver Herford, Ellison Hoover, R. V. Culter, R. E. 
Sherwood, F. G. Cooper, H. W. Hanemann—these are 
some of the entertainers who will visit your house 
regularly in the pleasant pages of Life. 


The promotion of Happiness—that is the worthy 


purpose which inspires this cheerful publication— y 
and 1927 is the forty-fifth New Year that Pd 
Life has helped to make Happy! 7 
4 
4 
¢ LIFE 


7 598 Madison Ave. 
New York, N. Y. 


J Please send me 
_LIFE for ten weeks, 
Z for which I enclose One 

Dollar. (Canadian, $1.20; 
Foreign, $1.40) 


A Sense of Humor 
Implies the sense 7 
to subscribe for it ! 


By the Year, $5.00 
o 7 (Canadian, $5.80; Foreign, $6.60) 
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Mrs. Pep’s Diary 
(Continued from page 10) 


the dentist or have the window- 
cleaner in, but finally up and out to 
meet Lydia Loomis for luncheon, 
and she did tell me of a dinner at 
the Beldins’ last night to which 
Judge Blank had been asked, and 
how upon entering he had recog- 
nized the butler as a criminal with a 
bad prison record and had given him 
fifteen minutes in which to leave the 
house before even going in to greet 
Milly Beldin, and whether she was 
as glad to see him as she said she 
was, after hearing his news, I doubt 
gravely, albeit there were sufficient 
servants remaining to carry off the 
evening smoothly. But the incident 
did form a point of departure for 
the table talk, almost every guest 
having this or that story to tell of 
assault, burglary, ete., from unsus- 
pected sources, until Lyd, who is 
stopping at her town flat, was 
afraid to stay in it alone, and routed 
out her maid from the servants’ 
quarters to come down in the middle 
of the night and keep her company. 


Deceushey MY husband, poor 
wretch, confined to the 

8th house with a cold, and 
bawling so pathetically for enter- 
tainment and company that I did 
summon a few of his cronies, and 
amongst them came Aldis Squire, 
very merry over his most recent 
travels, who did tell of having been 
in a train compartment in Italy with 
his son and two Australians, the lat- 
ter so openly contemptuous in their 
inquiries about America during a 
conversation which they began that 
Aldy was finally moved to state as 
gracefully as possible that he him- 
self knew little of their native coun- 
try save that it contained a great 
many kangaroos, whereat they in- 
dignantly answered that they had 
never seen a kangaroo in their lives, 
which set Aldy up considerably, in- 
asmuch as he had seen no fewer than 
four in his life. At that point, a 
woman with peroxide in her past did 
thrust her head into the carriage in 
search of a speaker of French who 
would help her out of some wrangle 
she was having with the guard about 
her ticket’s privileges, and when 
\ldy had straightened the matter 
cut for her, she did thank him 
roundly, and did add, in a_ spirit 
truly reciprocal, that she would like 
to do something for him in return, 
and inasmuch as her husband was 
on the house staff of the George M. 
Cohan Theatre, she would, if he 
would give her his name and ad- 
dress, see that he got a pair of 


passes some time. Baird Leonard. 
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MARK 
HOPKINS 


SAN FRANCISCO 


San Francisco’s newet hotel revives the hospitality 


of Days of Gold and bids you welcome now! 


- HOTEL..... 


San Francisco’s finest achievement, 
combining California’s traditional 
hospitality with the best in modern 
hotel service and accommodations. 
Only a moment from the theatres 
and shops, yet aloft in the serene 
quiet of Nob Hill. G Smartly fur- 
nished guest-rooms, single or ensuite 
—and beneath the towering struct- 
ure, a garage, reached by hotel 
elevator. CUISINE by the famous 
Vidor. G DeStined to take its place 
among the noted hotels of the 
world, the Mark Hopkins is an 
unexcelled stopping-place 
for travelers. 


Geo. D. SmitH ‘Pres. and Managing “DireGor 
Wut P. TaYtor, Jr. Resident. Manager 















G LocatepD as itis, on Nob 
Hill, every window in Hotel 
Mark Hopkins reveals a 
matchless panorama of 
central California. 



































INSIST. UPON 


| ‘KEMP’ S BALSAM. 


FOR THAT COUGH! * 








BOW LECS? 


OUR GARTER ( Pat’d) 


Makes Trousers Hang Straight 
If Legs Bend In or Out. Self Adjustable. 
Free Booklet — Plain Sealed Envelope 


The T. GARTER CO. * 





*.3. New London, 
‘ew Hampshire 


LAND FREE 
IF PLANTED TO BANANAS 


Bananas full crop the second year. $5.00 
monthly will plant five acres, which should pay $1,500 
profit annually Reliable Companies will cultivate and 
market your bananas for 1/3. Bananas ripen every 
day and you get your check every 90 days. For par- 
ticulars address Jantha Plantation Co., Empire Blag., 

Block 218, Pittsburgh, Pa 
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Turn the Crank 
Larry: 


Are you still wearing out the wrist with 
prehistoric squeezing methods? Are you 
still spending half the evening in the pantry 
trying to coax juice out of the recalcitrant 
orange? 

Be your age! Next time you get a rush of 
amber juice to the eye or ruin a four dollar 
cravat, sign on the dotted line and blow 
yourself to a Seald Sweet Juice Extractor. 

This efficient device shows no quarter to 
the mightest grapefruit or the tiniest 
orange. Two or three turns of its handy 
crank and every last drop of juice is ev icted. 

When you want a lot of orange or grape- 
fruit juice in a hurry, there's nothing that 
can quite take the place of this extractor. 

It does such a clean, fast, thorough job; 
no home is ever complete without one. 

Your thanks are due to the man who dis- 
covered that grapefruit juice is a delicious 
drink and a splendid ingredient. The Seald 
Sweet Extractor is the result of his cogita- 
tions about how to get it. 

And remember, there’s V4 more juice in 
Florida Seald Sweet fruit. 


he Seald Sweet Extractor gets 
all the luscious juice from each 
Seald Orange or grape- 
fruit. Its regular 7“ is $3.00 
—postage prepaid. $3.25 West 
Fm Rotkies We will send 
it to you for $1.50 and 36 
Seald Sweet wrappers. 


Check & mail the coupon 


Sweet 








The Florida Citrus Exchange 
1002 Citrus Exchange Bldg. 
Tampa, Florida 

J My check here is 
for one Seald 
Sweet Juice Extractor. 


My check here is 
for one Seal 
Sweet Juice Extractor. 


$3.00—$3.25 $1.50 and 36 Seald 

Sweet wrappers enclosed. 
Name__ = a a 
Address, 





_ Life 


Life and Letters 
(Continued from page 20) 
recommended without 
reservation. That should be enough 
for a reviewer to say, but the 
conventions of my calling require 


is herewith 


me to add that the action covers one 


, mentally 





day in the life of an extremely senti- 
mental woman who believed herself 
to be happily married. Certainly 
she had every reason to think so, for 
never in the pages of a book have 
the attractions of a satisfactory fem- 
inine environment been so subtly set 
forth, from the rich, handsome hus- 
band and the maturity of the serv- 
ants to the glitter of shoe buckles 
and the fragrance of toilet bottles. 
But during the morning of the day 
which had been sacredly and senti- 


tion of the tenth anniversary of her 
marriage, 


cigarette case appears on Lucia 
Fanning’s domestic sky, a cloud 
which gathers so steadily, even if 


now and then obscured by the sun, 
that the reader begins to feel 
anxious for it to break and be done 
with, even though he, and not poor 
Lucia, has an idea of what the 
downpour will bring forth. The out- 
come is double tragedy—the death 
of one woman, and the sudden con- 
frontation of another with the incred- 
ible fact that her husband has been 
unfaithful to her. We leave Lucia 
painfully gazing at her 
face lotion spilled upon the bath- 
room floor, “as though hopelessly 
she grieved for the loss of some 
secret perfume which she had cher- 
ished.” I shouldn’t wonder, how- 
ever, if she managed to live happily 
ever after. 


‘THE preparation of these pro- 


nouncements has been interrupted 


by two exciting incidents: the ar- 
rival in a handsomely boxed gift 
edition of “The Man Who Under- 


“Conrad in Quest 
by Leonard Mer- 
(Dutton), and of an advance 
of Booth Tarkington’s new 
“The Plutocrat” (Doubleday, 
Baird Leonard. 


and 
Youth,” 


stood Women” 
of His 
rick 
copy 
novel, 


Page). 


The Last Paragraph 
HE deceased was a member of 

the Knights of Pythias, Elks’ 
Lodge No. 223, Rotary, Red Cross, 
Hoover Vacuum Cleaner, Christmas 
Savings, National Geographic, Vol- 
ley Ball Club, Chamber of Com- 
merce, Parent-Teachers’ Assoc., and 
Electric Service Co., Gas Range, 
Sunshine, and Book-a-Month Clubs. 


A 


MAN is broke by the company 
he keeps. 


reserved for the celebra- | 


a cloud no larger than a | 


precious 











Rakish and distin 


tive is this new Mv 
lano. Smart, wha 
—It's No. 1780. 


‘The Sweetest Pipe 
In The World 


|Your Pipe costs so little for 
keep” that you deserve the best there 

And the best suggests Milano. 
Its bowl, hand-fashioned from cen- 
tury-old Italian briar, is as mellow as 
a Stradivarius. 

So sweet a smoke, comforting 
'and cool a smoke will not be met in 
lany other pipe! Marry Milano to 
your favorite tobacco and they'll live 
happily forever after 

Milano comes in 37 
smooth finish, $3.50 up. Rustic mod- 
els, $4.00 up. All are “Insured” for 
|your protection. Look for the White 
| Triangle on the stem. 


““ 
up- 


is. 


so 





smart shapes, 






|\We. DEMUTH & CO. 
World's Largest Manufacturers 
of Fine Pipes 
230 FIFTH AVENUE 
NEW YORK 
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Miami’s Beautiful 
| New Apartment Hotel 


The EVERGLADES 


“Miami, Florida 


Where the public functions 
of a hotel and the private 
functions of an apartment 
are perfectly co-ordinated. 










































WILLIAM M. GALE 
Manager 


(cA Fred F. French Property 
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NEW YORK OFFICE 
350 Madison Ave. 
Room 501 


Send for 
Illustrated Booklet 
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“YOUR HONOR, I WISH TO BE EXCUSED FROM SERVING 
ON THIS JURY. MY DIVORCED WIFE IS ON IT AND WE 




















NEVER COULD AGREE ON ANYTHING.” 
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= u»\ Last Chance 


2 
= \ Yen 


y) CNDAR | The demand for these two attractive calendars 
; CALE! \ has been enormous, and the editions of both have 
(\ i = Ti, i ee been almost exhausted 
y ‘a } e ~~ 
Bae’, | Sse / the JOHN HELD 
| a CALENDAR 


contains six reproductions 

LiFE size and in full colors—of 
famous Held covers. Brimming 
with the spirit of exuberant 
youth, it makes an ideal decora- 





¥ oe , a tion for a college room, or for an 
4 af | = ( , 
|| r> Yor old gentleman's home 
. | | LIFE’S DOG 
You can obtain the JOHN HELD CALENDAR or LIFE’S DOG CALENDAR 
CALENDAR by mail order from also contains six color reproduc- 


tions of appealing covers that 


= a have appeared in Lire. There 
Life Publishing Company are te ar 


wire-haired fox 
598 Madison Avenue New York City terriers, Pekes and at least one 
plain mutt, portrayed sympathet- 
ically by Robert L. Dickey and 
The price of each is ONE DOLLAR. other dog lovers 
If you want either or both of 
these calendars, don't delay in 


Send your orders in NOW. The supply is limited. sending your order! 
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~-Aisk Mr. Foster 
Travel Information 
Service 


LIFE is what we make it. Travel exerts a great educative influence, 
modifying our prejudices, enlarging our sympathies and deepening our realization 
of the brotherhood of all mankind. 

For nearly forty years we of this organization have been developing in Amer- 
ica an ever widening interest in travel, and we have given unrestricted service to 
the traveler. 

Our method has been considered unique because we make no charge for 
service and accept no fees. We study hard and travel diligently (more than 500,000 
miles last year) to keep ourselves informed so that we may serve efficiently, travelers 
to all parts of the world; but for us our “Work is the Best Fun” because we find 


real joy in service. 


by mail. 





We plan tours, purchase tickets, secure reservations on transportation lines 
and at hotels, give cards of introduction, and supply literature and information of 
travel by all methods and to all parts of the world 
places and by-ways, as well as of the conventional tours. 

It would be well, therefore, for you to @sk Mr. Foster about any place, 
anywhere, at any time; and how to get there—"“he probably knows.” 

You are cordially invited to Ask Mr. Foster at any office, but you must 
come to the office—we have no facilities for giving suitable attention to inquiries 


WARD G. FOSTER, General Manager. 


We know of the out-of-the-way 








BOSTON 
The Copley-Plaza Hotel 


BRETTON WOODS 


MANCHESTER, VT. 
The Equinox House (summer) 


PORTLAND, ME 
BURLINGTON, VT 


Hotel Vermont (summer) 
NEW YORK 

Lord & Taylor Store 

Hotel Pennsylvania 
BROOKLYN 

Frederick Loeser & Co. Store 
NEWARK 

L. Bamberger & Co. Store 
ALBANY 

Hotel Ten Eyck (summer) 
PHILADELPHIA 

Strawbridge & Clothier Store 


ATLANTIC CITY 
Avenue 

BUFFALO 

Wm. Hengerer Co. Store 
DETROIT 

J. L. Hudson Co. Store 
CLEVELAND 

The Higbee Co. Store 
TOLEDO 

The Lion Dry Goods Co. Store 
PITTSBURGH 


Joseph Horne Co. Store 











Hotel Mount Washington (summer) 


Congress Square Hotel (summer) 


Foster Bldg. Boardwalk and Michigan 


WESTERN DIVISION 
Los Angeles 


329 Title Insurance Bldg. 1623 Barnett Bldg. 


Offices of the [Ask Mr. Foster 


GRAND RAPIDS 

Herpolsheimer Co. Store 
MACKINAC ISLAND 

The Grand Hotel (summer) 
CHICAGO 

Carson Pirie Scott & Co, St: 
MINNEAPOLIS 

L. S. Donaldson Co. Store 
ST. LOUIS 

Scruggs-Vandervoort-Barney Store 
DENVER 

The Denver Dry Goods Co. Store 
SAN FRANCISCO 

Hotel Stewart 

The White House Store 

Palace Hotel 
SACRAMENTO 

Hotel Senator 
PORTLAND, ORE. 

Meier & Frank Co. Store 
SEATTLE 

Hotel Frye 

1311 Fourth Avenue 
SALT LAKE CITY 

Utah Hotel 
LOS ANGELES 

J. W. Robinson Co. Store 

Hotei Rosslyn 

The Ambassador Hotel 
PASADENA 

Hotel Maryland (winter) 
LONG BEACH 

Buffum’'s Store 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 

503-14th St. N. W. 

Woodward & Lothrop Store 


Executive Offices 


NEW YORK 
130 W. 42nd St. 


5 
a 


BUSH TERMINAL PRINTING CORPORATION, BROOKLYN, NEW YORK 


Service 


SAN DIEGO 

The First National Bank 
DEL MONTE 

Hotel Del Monte 
CINCINNATI 

Hotel Gibson 
NEW ORLEANS 

The Roosevelt Hotel (winter) 


DALLAS 
The Baker Hotel 
EL PASO 


Hotel Orndorff (winter) 
JACKSONVILLE 

Hotel Windsor 

Bus Station, Cor. Bay and Hogan Sts. 
ST. AUGUSTINE 

Cordova Building (winter) 
DAYTONA BEACH 

112 S. Beach St. (winter) 
PALM BEACH 

Opposite Hotel Royal Poinciana (winter) 
WEST PALM BEACH 

Hotel El Verano (winter) 
MIAMI 

Foster Bldg., 106 East Flagler St. 
ST. PETERSBURG 

Central Ave. & 2nd St (winter) 
TAMPA 

Hillsboro Hotel (winter) 
ORLANDO 

The Angebilt Hotel (winter) 
MONTREAL 

Hotel Mount Royal (summer) 
TORONTO 

Hotel King Edward (summer) 


SOUTHERN DIVISION 
_ Jacksonville 
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Is mrt VOGUE 


To wonder Women prejer to drive this 
Curopean-type high-speed light car 


G 


Small—agile—safe—easy 
to steer—easy to park. A car 
unlike any you have ever 


known before. 
ECIDEDLY different in ap- 


pearance. Unusually safe and 
easy to drive. No wonder thou- 
sandsof America’s smartest women 
have adopted this new European- 
type light car as their very own. 

It is a real woman’s car. De- 
signed for safety .... for easy 
parking. ... . for driving in the 
thick of congested city traffic. 

It has all of the interior appoint- 
ments women like. 

Smart. Distinctive. The Whippet 
adds a new style-note among the 
drab automobiles of conventional 
American design. Its debonnaire 
body lines frankly resemble the 
brilliant custom creations you see 
on the boulevards of France. 

To thousands of American 
women this car has brought an en- 
tirely new pride of ownership—a 
new delight in its comfort and 
refinements. 

Women who have driven the 
Whippet tell us it is the easiest car 
they have ever handled. The one 
car they can drive with complete 
peace-of-mind. 

Just a little pressure with your 
foot—and big, sturdy 4- wheel 
brakes stop this car in a fraction 
of a second, 

It is the easiest car in America to 
park, which will mean a great deal 
to the average woman. 14-foot curb 
space is all that’s necessary which is 
much less than the space required 
for the conventional type of car. 











The Whippet will do 55 miles an 
hour. .... with all of the reserve 
power that this implies. 


You can drive it as fast as you 
like with the utmost ease of control 
. . . . for no light car ever hugged 
the road like this before. In traffic 








it gets away with amazing speed; 
stop watch tests show that it ac- 
celerates up to 40 miles an hour, 
18% faster than the other light 
four-cylinder cars. 

In addition, the Whippet offers 
outstandingeconomy nootherlight 
carequals ..... 30 miles ona 
gallon of gasoline..... well over 
1,000 miles on a gallon of oil.... 
with the smallest tax rating of any 
car in America today. 

Just imagine what this saving 
will mean to you in a single year. 

It cuts present operating costs 
just about in half. Doubles the 
value of every dollar you now 
spend for upkeep 

Exhaustive tests so far indicate 
that the average year’s operating 
cost of the Whippet should save 
you from $75 to $150 in gas, oil, 
tires and mechanical upkeep. 

At its remarkable new low price 
the Whippet is beyond all question 
the outstanding value of the day. 

If you seek the utmost for your 
money ....if you want a car that 
is really safe and easy for a woman 
to drive, by all means see this 
wonderful new-type car. 

You owe it toyourself to first find 
out what the Whippet offers before 
considering any other light car. 

The Whippetis furnished in three 
body styles.... Sedan $695, Tour- 
ing $645, and Coupe $685. All p rices 


? 


f. o. b. factory. Prices and specifica- 
tions subject to changewithout notice. 
The Willys Finance Plan offers un- 
usually attractive credit terms. 


Willys-Overland,Inc., Toledo,Ohio. 


Willys-Overland Sales Co., Ltd., 
Toronto, Canada, 
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